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FRE LT 
AN EPISTLE TO 
MONS* DE VOLTAIRE. 


HILE crowded Theatres your Pow'r confeſs, 
And weep obedient to your feign' d Diftreſs, 


While poliſh' d Readers of a poliſh q Age 


Delighted turn your animated Page, 


Shall theſe intruding Lines the Poet greet, 
And find a Welcome in his calm Retreat ? 


Where, midſt thoſe Shades his happier Taſte improv'd, 


He fits embowrd, by ev'ry Muſe belov'd ; 


Where all its native Roſes Genius ſheds, . 


Where Rural ELEGANCE a Carpet {preads, 


Where ART, with ſweet SIMPLICITY combind 


Shines the fair Emblem of the Planter's Mind? 


* FER Ev, a Chateau and Gardens, erected and laid out by Mr. Dr VoLTAIRE; 


in the Neighbourhood of Geneva, which commands the Variety 0 of Proſpect 


mentioned in the Beginning of this Poem. 
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While o'er the diſtant Scene ſtretch'd to the Skies 


Earth's ſavage Wonders to the Sight ariſe; 
The tow'ring ALes uprear their ſtately Mound, 
And ſhapeleſs Piles th' extended Proſpect bound. 


HERE beauteous Nature fills th admiring Eye 
With all the Charms of wild Variety. 

Here Harveſts wave, Or purple Vineyards glow, 

Or Mountains whiten with eternal Snow. 

Cliffs, far remoy'd their cloudy Summits rear, 

Or Rocks like Columns to the Hear'ni appear 3 
Cool ſlope the Vales, wide ſpread the mantling Woods, 
Bright ſhine the Streams that ſeek the diſtant Floods : 7 
Here a ſmall Ocean $ eee Waters ſleep * 5 

There raving Torrents emulate the Deep +. 
Unnumber'd Villas riſe on ev'ry Side, 


1 he Seats of chearful Prudence, not of Pride; 


he The Lake of Geneva. 
+ The Rnove and the ARVE, which a unite uſt below the Lake. 


Ll $3 


No Spot nealetted, where the grateful Soil 
Can pay with rich Increaſe the Peaſant's Toil. 
ConTinT and Peace here fix their proſp'rous Reign, 


And L1serTy in Silence guards the Plain. 


MIDST Scenes like theſe, the Friend of human Kind 
Can range the Vaſt of ene unconfin d; i 
For diſtant Flights can wing th excurfive Soul, 
Or glance with Lightning 8 Speed from Pole to Pole; ; 
Whether thro' Nature's devious Paths he ſs, 
Purſues the Planet $ Courſe, the Comet s Blaze; — 
Or leſs advent rous quits th' aerial Height 
To fix on mortal Woes a Mortal's Sight; — 
Diveſt the Heart of each dark Veil it wears, 
Expoſe its Hopes, its Conflicts, and its Cares; 
By bold Examples fire the youthful Blood, 
_ Appall the Guilty, or confirm the Good; 
Submit each dang rous Wiſh to Reaſon's Laws, 
And arm our Paſlions in our Virtue's Cauſe. 
B 2 


3. 
WHILE Views like theſe, Vol TAIRE, your Boſom warm 
'The Shades of Solitude muſt ever charm. 


From Courts withdrawn, where er your F ootſteps bend, 


EEE 


The Train you love, a faithful Train, attend : 
Swift at the Beck” ning of your magic Hand 


They come, and Fancy leads th' ideal Band. 


Wir's lighter Offspring ſeeks the ſunny Glade, __ 
While SarIRE ſkulks behind th* obſcurer Shade; . f 
Near him his Siſter, Comic Mar, is ſeen, | 
Who checks, with laughing Eyes, his rigid Mien 


Combin d, oer Worlds an Empire they maintain, 


And ev ry Vice and Folly wears their Chain. 


FI HEROIC MUSE majeſtic ſweeps along 
And t!.oun gutful meditates her lofty Song; 
Un i che bears on high Fame's bright 1 


And marks the Triumphs of GREAT HENRV's Sword“. 


* The HENRIA DE. 
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And purple Monarchs dignify the Grove. 


For her with Gems reſplendent, flames the Throne, 
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SEE too, VoLTairr, what Wonders meet thine Eyes, 


Behold where Palaces, and Temples riſe, 
Where wak'd by Thee, by Thee conven'd to Fame, 
The mighty Dead their ancient Semblance claim, 


Where laurel'd Chiefs, where awful Sages move, 


* LO! there, that Bane of Freedom, Love, and Truth, 
The dire Seraglio barr'd on Zara's Youth ! 


Too ſoon ſhall Fate a Brother loſt reſtore, 


And claim the Parent who ſhall chide no more! 


Yet will not Chance at laſt her Hopes befriend, 
And happier Hours the Cloſe of Life attend ? 
For her the Moſque its thouſand Lamps diſplays, 


For her the Crown Prepares its regal Blaze, 


And crowding Millions wait for her alone — 


They wait in vain — no Queen ſhall greet their Eyes, 


Beneath Suſpicion's frantic Steel ſhe dies, 


* ZAYRE, 


ES 
While pauſing oer the Wound his Madneſs gave, 


The gen'rous Murd'rer joins her in the Grave. 


* THERE good ALvARRZ Son by Death reprov'd, 
| Reſtores Alz ix to her firſt-belov'd ; 
Buy one great Act redeems his Errors paſt, 

And owns, his nobleſt Triumphs were his laſt. 


+ WHAT proud Aſſembly throngs yon hallow'd Dome ? 


Why nods the ſculptur d Roof? why ſhakes the Tomb? 
What daring Form the Bounds of Death has croſt ? 
What great Event demands yon ſceptred Ghoſt ? 

It ſpeaks — ch! veil thy Terrors, awful Shade, 

And join in long Repoſe the glorious Dead 1 

Obey' d already ſee thy dire Command ˖ ” 

Behold thy Son in ſpeechleſs Horror ſtand! 

On that diver Vault his blaſied Sight he bends, 
Whence pale in Death Szmiramis aſcends, — | 


* ALZIRE, + SEMIRAMIS. 


Attend 
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Attend, ye pitying Mac, hide the Scene, 

Hide the laſt Conflicts of a murder'd Queen | 
Oh, bid the guiltleſs Youth's DiftraQion ceaſe, 
And cloſe his wretched Mother's Eyes in Peace | 


* BEHOLD the North its barb'rous Legions pour, 


Farz heads. their March, and Caixa is no more. 
What Paſſions ZamTi's rev'rend Boſom ſhake, 
| Who combats Nature while his Heart-ſtrings break! 


'Tho' down his Check parental Sorrows roll, 


Coxrucrus' Morals fix his patriot Soul; 


In vain his Wife, his lov'd Ipauz, brings 


A Claim that mocks the feebler Claim of Kings, 
In Honor firm, he ſeeks his Country- s Good, 


And yields the Son's, to ſave the Prince's Blood. 


+ ILL-FATED Hero! 155 d by 8 "I 


To r meet ay Sum of Wretchedneſs at Home! 


* LORPHELIN DE La Ching, + MARIAMNE. 


Happy 
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Happy! had Cxsax's Arm withheld thy Right, 
Or hurl'd thee headlong from Ambition's Height! 
No more in Smiles thy faded Cheek is dreſt, 
Deſpair, and jealous Rage divide thy Breaſt 

G0 Tyrant, ſeek thy martyr'd Queen in vain, 
While Madneſs tells thee that ſhe lives a ein i 
Still, Rill thy Thoughts her injur'd Worth purſue, 
Her matchleſs Beauty riſes ſtill to View, 

T hat Worth, that Beauty, thou ſhalt long deplore, 


For know, fond Prince, the Dead return no more! 


*HARE! whence the Groans that pierce that Cloyſter's Round 
Death, agonizing Death, is in the Sound! 
I is Mecca's Chief — I know the hoary Sage — | 
That faithful Parrice gainſt MoyaMMeD's Rage, 
Who long Religion S, Virtuc's 8 Champion ſtood, 
Now falt'ring marks ch painful Step with Blood. — 
T oo ſtrong the fleeting Soul's convulſive Strife! 


Too ſwift the Streams that drain the Fount of Life! 


* LE FANATISME, ou MaHOMET. 


He 
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He ſinks — and harder Fate! — ſurvives to know 


His own miſguided Ottspring dealt the Blow. 


*LO! where MEssENE's captive Queen appears 
Serene 1n Grief, magnificent in Tears! 
Haſte, PoriemonTts | haſte, the Shrine's prepar d, 
Go, meet che fatal, but the juſt Reward 
Thy ripen'd Crimes demand | — not HyMEN now 


But DearH intwines the Chaplet for thy Brow, 


Thy Prince has burſt his Priſon $ dark Abodes, 
He ſhines confeſt the Son of Onkel Gods: 
10 peaceful Rites the Shouts of War ſucceed, | 


EcvsTHUS conquers, and the Guilty bleed : 


Foremoſt th' Oppreſſor meets th avenging Blow, 


And Furies howl his nuptial Song below ! 0 


＋ BUT ſoft awhile — the tranquil Scene difowns 


The Pride of Empire now, the Pomp of Thrones ; 
Behold uprear'd before yon ruſtic Bow'rs 
A Shrine of Moſs with intermingled Flow'rs, 


* Merors, +Þþ+ LIS Scyrnts. 
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And thither led to ſeal their plighted Truth, 

An xi] d Virgin and a ScyTHIan Youth | 

Yet ere the Bride conciudes th' ill omen d Rite 
Her once-lov'd PE RSIAN flaſhes on her Sight. om 
Return, unconſcious Prince | where Glory calls 
Go ſeek Ecyaraxa's deſerted Walls; 

To Courts where Pleaſures lead their Train, return, 
Ere SCYTHIA' s Echoes learn from thee to mourn ! 
Paſs one ſhort Hour —the cruel Taſk is thine 
To part thoſe Hands which willing Parents join! 
T o fix a blameleſs Pair's eternal Doom, 


And change their feſtive Altar to their Tomb! 


IH O' Forms like theſe, Vor rain, around thee rove, 
And haunt the Limits of thy magic Grove, 
Such Sights alone poetic Eyes can ſhare, 
Viewleſs, they mock the vulgar Gaze with Air! — 
With careleſs Thoughts let others range the Glade, 
Aſcend the Slope, or pierce the verdant Shade. 3 

| f Thro' 


Bn 


Thro' parted Woods the wand'ring Streams purſue, 


And Mountains fading to aerial Blue; 
To charm their Senſe let Scenes like theſe combine; 


To wake the Dead, and talk with Kings is thine. 


HOW bleſt the Man with Pow'rs ſuperior born, 
Whoſe Mind the Muſes with each Grace adorn! 


In all his Paths they ſtrew freſh op' ning Flow'rs, 


Z And deck for him Imagination's Bow'rs 2 


To Pleaſures there, from anxious Life he runs, 


Forgets its Sorrows, and its Tumult ſhuns. 


By ſome lov'd Object while his Soul is cau ght, 
Indulging all the Luxury of Thought, 

He peoples Deſerts, ranges Worlds unknown, 
And bids ariſe Creations of his own ; 
Enamour'd ſtill of Nature's glowing 'Theme, 
Entranc'd by Fancy's ever fatt'ring Dream, 
Thro all her viſionary Realms he flies, 

And wakes to meet Life s dull n 
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YET why to Learning” 8 Walks thy Step confine ? 

The Paths of ſocial Gaiety are thine; 

Thine ſprightly Wit, thine Elegance and Eaſe, 
With ev'ry Art, with ery Wiſh to pleaſe. — 
But plac'd by Fate on BzrTain's diſtant Shore 

I talk of Pleaſures I can ſhare no more! 
Yet ſhall their fond Impreſſion 1 depart; 
Their Record fir d within a grateful Heart 
bh Mem'ry's Characters ſhall ſtand confeſt, 


Which Time retracing deepens in my Breaſt. 


SAY why, reproachful 8 a poliſh'd Age 
 Ungen rous Conteſts ſhould the Learn'd engage | 
The Bards of ancient Days bade Diſcord ceaſe, 
The Mosz's Sons were ſtill the Sons of Peace ; 
With Olive crown'd, to Virtue's Cauſe confin'd, 
In ſocial Bands the blameleſs Minſtrells join'd. — 


with Poets, Poets jar, 


Now, chang'd the Scene 


And waſte PARNASSUS 1 18 1 F ield of War. 
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YES! Jealous Wits may ſtill for Empire Arive, 


Still keep the Flames of critic Rage alive: 


Our PHAKESPEARE yet ſhall all his Rights maintain, 
And crown the Triumphs of El 12 As Reign. 


Above Controul, above each claſſic Rule, 

His Tutreſs Nature, and the World his School, 

On Pinions fancy-plum'd, to him was giv'n 

The Pow'r to ſcale InvEnTION's pricGnTEsT Heay'N ; 
Bid the charm'd Soul to raptur'd Heights aſpire, 
And wake in ev'ry Breaſt congenial Fire. — 
Revere his Genius — to the Dead be juſt, 

Nor blaſt the Laurels that oe'rſhade the Duſt. — 
Low ſleeps the Bard, iN co. OBSTRUCTION LA, 
Nor aſks the Chaplet from a Rival's Head. 

O'er the drear Vault, Ambition's utmoſt Bound, 
Unheard ſhall Fame her airy Trumpet ſounds: 

Yet while wt Avon winds | its ſilver Way, 


His Wreaths ſhall Hom unconſcious of Decay. W 
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As Rarnazr's own Creation grac'd his Hearſe*, 


And ſham'd the Pomp of oſtentatious Verſe, 


So, ſelf-adorn'd, ſhall SmAKESPEARE ſtand array'd, 2 
And Nature periſh ere his Pictures. fade, — TL | $ 


a, 


YOU too, ſweet FRN Ex, ſhall preſerve a Name, 
And boaſt like Trurk's Vale eternal Fame: 
In Ages hence your Groves will ſtill be known, 


The NINE have bleſt, and mark” d them for their own. 


At their Intreaty, Trick (whoſe vengeful Hand 
No frail Memorials rais'd by Men withſtand, 
Whoſe ruthleſs Eye beholds with like Diſdain 


The low-brow'd Cottage, and the tow'ring Fane) 
His friendly Wings around theſe Bow'rs ſhall caſt; 
Protect their Shades, and bid their Beauties laſt, —— 


As he whoſe Steps to thoſe fair Climes are led. 
Near proud ParTHONOPE s + aſpiring Head 


Phe 8 that 1 Picture of 3 was carried 
before his Body to the Grave; doing more real Honour to his Memory, than either. 
his Epitaph in the PanTHEoN, the famous Diſtich of CARDIN AL BEMBO, or all the 
other adulatory Verſes written on the ſame Occaſion. 
[f I The ancient Name of NaeLis. 
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Aſcends the Cliff where Nature's grateful Hands 
Have plac'd the Laurel Vircii's Fame demands; 
In Years remote, thus wand'ring from his Home 
To ſeek thee, Fenty, ſhall the Stranger come 
But while thy Scenes his roving Eyes employ 
Sad Thoughts ſhall riſe, and cloud his dawning Joy; 
Sighing, perhaps, he'll lay — © the great VoLTAIRE 
„Once plann'd theſe Walks, and made their Shades kis Care! 
66 Yet, far ſublimer Taſks his Genius knew | 
was his to grace the Cheek with Pity s Dew! 
00 To flumb' ring Conſcience ſound the Wend Alarm i 
« Or pour in Virtue's Praiſe th harmonious Charm! 
46 Twas thus his ripen'd Taſte, his feeling Heart, 


* 


© EMRBELLISH'D NATURE, AND ENNOBLED ART |” 


THE END. 
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